and shonld have the word "Nursing" plainly written in left-hand top corner of the envelope.]
The numerous friends who are kind enough to enable us year by year to make a distribution at Christmas of warm and useful gifts among the patients in the hospitals and infirmaries will pardon us for reminding them that it is none too soon to commence work. They will share our desire that the articles contributed should not only be serviceable, but numerous. The more liberally they respond to an appeal the more help they will aft'ord to the nurses who so joyfully charge themselves with the task of opening the parcels and distributing the garments, and the more pleasure they will give to the sick and suffering at a season of the year when the wants of others should be the special consideration of us all. Hospital, but had to give it up owing to a severe attack of diphtheria, which obliged her to take a long rest. In May, 1895, she went to the National Hospital for the Paralysed and Epileptic, Queen's Square, as charge nurse of a male ward; and in December, 1896, she was made sister of the ward. In January, 1898, she proceeded to Bombay for plague work. She was a very bright, quick probationer, and when she became charge nurse she was very kind and attentive to her patients.
In fact, she was one of the most skilful and efficient nurses the matron of St. Pancras Infirmary ever knew.
She was also very obliging to all with whom she worked. The matron adds : " She always kept up her old feeling for our infirmary, and came to us whenever she could. I need not tell you how deeply we feel her loss. Personally, I was much attached to her, and feel her death keenly." This testimony to a sweet, unselfish life will accentuate the regret that it has been cut short by pneumonic plague. Xet She has gone?thank goodness! She has smoothed over your quilt, and beaten up your pillows (which were quite comfortable as they were; but the born nurse is, vulgarly speaking, a whale on pillows), she has made your headache much worse by brushing and combing your hair in a " firm " ana hearty manner, and told the housemaid to " bring in her pail and duster and tidy up at once." You close your eyes, and endure the rattling and banging patiently. The born nurse, at least, has taken herself off for a while. But you know you are not yet done with her ; you feel a conviction that all day long she will persist in trotting in and out to "nurse" you, with a deadly activity of her own; that she will ask you in a hissing whisper if you want to be read to, if you will have your Bible, if you will let her take your temperature just once again, if you would like orange squash, hot milk, kali water, strawberries, eau-de-cologne, a cup of Bovril, a piece of toast. Then she will draw down the blinds, smooth your forehead exasperatingly with five '' firm " fingers, and, planting herself with an elaborate parade of silence in a squeaking basket chair, sit like a statue of Memnon for an hour or more, visibly gloating over her own patient endurance, and watching you until your nerves are a-twitter like a grove of chaffinches in spring. Under such circumstances, the only course is to get well, or make a pretence of doing so, with the utmost possible rapidity, and let the born nurse take herself off to harry the parish rheumatics as fast as she can, glorying in her " cure."
Sooner or later, it occurs to the born nurse that a hospital is the real field for her talents; that hospital uniform is becoming, that the patients call down blessings on the golden head of "Sister Gwendoline" in the intervals of their agonies, as she flits down the ward, and that the most good-looking and eligible doctor always proposes to you before you have got through your first six months. So she writes to a paper (fashion, by choice), and asks how she is to get into St. Simon and St. Jude's, which she has selected for her debut. The editor tells her rather wearily (he has to answer the question so often) that she must write to the matron of the hospital for particulars, and she does.
The papers she receives give her rather a shock, but she consoles herself for the apparent strictness of life and precision of rule by reflecting that she is an exceptional person, and that exceptions will doubtless be made in her favour. Since the well-being of patients depends really more upon food than upon medicine, or quite as much upon food as upon those bodily attentions which are included in the term " nursing," it is but common sense to honour the kitchen and to give some of that dignity to the kitchen staff which has been found to be so valuable in increasing the standard of work in the wards.
Feeling strongly, therefore, that a "kitchen sister " should rank on a par with a " ward sister," and that her chief assistants should take similar status to that of ward nurses, I was in many respects charmed by the management of the kitchen at La Charit4 Hospital.* If it be true that the French nursing staff falls below the average nursing staff of a good English hospital, it is none the less true that the personnel of the kitchen is higher.
Going to the kitchen after leaving the wards I was most kindly received. The two " kitchen supers "?if I may call them so?one male, the other female, took the utmost pains to show me everything. The kitchen utensils were largely of copper, and were beautifully clean. That I might be quite sure that it was "liver " which I had seen served in the wards, I asked to inspect the larder, and found this very repulsive-looking food safely reposing amid lumps of ice. The larder also contained large bins similar to those in a corn merchant's shop, filled with dried foods. I noticed specially golden maize meal, vermicelli, peas, lentils, haricots, and flageolets, but I missed our old friend oatmeal, which under one or other of its many forms has become such a feature in the English dietary. I missed also the stores of dried fruits, such as raisins and currants and figs and dates and prunes, which we have in England now learned to look upon as an important part of our national food.
If I turn for a moment from the kitchen of La Charite at Paris to the kitchen at the hospital at Amiens, it may make this diet question a little clearer. When the surgeon who was taking me round the Amiens Hospital understood that I was interested in the kitchen, he introduced mo to the sister who was in charge of it, and she, when she knew that I was English, clapped her hands and said, "Eh, but we have an English sister here ; she will so like to see you and give you information." And straightway she went off to find her. What is sickness but God's own method of calling the soul to "come apart" with Him as unto a desert place, and to "rest awhile"? In the midst of health and strength, is it not so that there are many " coming and going," and there is little leisure to feed on that "Word of God " which alone can stay the soul .-^-Butler.
I desire the joy of peace, the peace of Thy children ^1 crave, whom Thou feedest in the Light of Thy consolation. 0 righteous Father, and ever to be praised, the hour has come when Thy servant is to be tried.
O beloved Father, it is meet that in this hour Thy servant should suffer something for Thy sake.
0 Father, always to be adored, the hour is come, which from eternity Thou didst foresee should arrive, when for a little while Thy servant in His outer life should be oppressed, that in his inner life he might ever live before Thee ; that he should be for a little while slighted, humbled, and in the sight of man fail, and be broken with sufferings and infirmities so that He may rise with Thee at the dawn of the new Light, and be glorified in Heaven.
0 Holy Father, Thou hast so ordained it, Thou hast so willed it, and it has come to pass as Thou didst ordain. - Grant that I may die to all things which are on the earth, and for Thy sake love to be despised, and to be unknown in the world.
i! :"?!<-Grant to me?above all things to be desired?that I may rest in Thee, and that my heart may find its peace in Thee.
Thou art the peace of my heart, Thou its sole repose ; out of Thee all things are hard and unquiet. In this very peace, that is, in Thyself, the Sole, the Supreme, the Eternal Good, I will sleep and take my rest. ' ?Thos. a Kempii. ii <Io iRurses.
In order to increase and vary the interest in the Mirror, we invite contributions from any of our readers in the form of either an article, a paragraph, or information, and will pay a minimum of 5a. tor each contribution. (220) " C. G.'s " letter is so long that her query is given in abstract. After a month's trial in a small hospital, she was recommended not to continue training. She suffered from a bad sore throat for a time, found the housework part of nursing trying, and has had the misfortune to lose a finger in childhood. Against these drawbacks she sets the fact that she is fond of nursing, and that her family doctor thinks she would make a good nurse. Now she asks us if she should endeavour to continue training.
Has "C. Cr." realized how very arduous an undertaking nursing is?
How much housework must be done ? 
